DESERT   DELIGHTS
away again from our caravan unless we were quite
sure of our road.
Our man was so delighted to see us safe and
sound that he wept for joy. After a long delay the
caravan had at last started from the chappa khaneh
just as the sun was rising, and set out upon its way.
They were all surprised to think we had gone so far,
but concluded at first that we had galloped on in
order to reach the lunching-place before the great
heat. On arriving at the spot, however, great was
their dismay to find we had not yet arrived. Our
servant immediately rode back to the village to make
inquiries. On his way he met a man who told him he
had seen us riding off in the opposite direction.
George immediately took the path indicated, with
the result already told. By the time we regained
our caravan we were well-nigh worn out with heat
and thirst, having been under the blazing sun with-
out food or water for most of the hottest hours of the
day, but very thankful to be on the right track once
more.
One thing that saddens a European traveller
during a journey in Persia is to see the cruel way in
which the muleteer often treats his animals. The
sufferings of these poor beasts are terrible. I often
longed to be able to thrash the muleteer for his
cruelty to a poor, long-suffering little donkey.
Bowed down, maybe, under a load twice his own
size, the poor ass does his best to keep up with the
other animals, but only receives kicks and hard
knocks for his pains. The wretched creature is
urged on and on by having a steel or iron instru-
ment run into some horribly sore place by his kind
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